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the brimmed felt hat of the United States Army, an article
of equipment which Americans usually put aside in favor of
the cloth forage cap soon after arrival in France.
"Americans!" I shouted, "Americans!" shouted back
Mowrer. They had passed and were disappearing down the
road in a cloud of dust. Under excited command our
chauffeur wheeled the Renault around sharply and took after
them. They were the first Americans to reach the Marne
and we were intensely interested in them. Once we halted
the flivver, there began a series of rapid-fire questioning
without preliminaries. Our compatriots were all second lieu-
tenants.
"You're American?" we queried. They admitted as much.
"Are you up here on a pleasure and sight-seeing tour, or for
fighting?" we demanded.
They were reticent, obviously nervous and somewhat
suspicious. Our own status was not clear to them. We wore
the English uniform which was dc rigucur for correspondents
with the French armies* We explained this before one re-
plied:
"We're hardly up here for pleasure* We're here for busi-
ness. Where's Chateau-Thierry?"
We explained that Chateau-Thierry was up the road "a
piece," but in the opposite direction, and that it might be
dangerous to tear into the town in a dust-kicking flivver.
In fact, we advised, it might be expedient to proceed with
some caution as, at the moment, beyond the screen of trees
and across the Marne, about three hundred yards away, there
were many Germans also en route to Chateau-Thierry. We
indicated French troops in the brush not far off, which they
had not observed* This confirmed our suspicions that these
compatriots of ours were so green at the war game that they
needed chaperoning.